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most important to be as quiet as possible, and
no talking above a whisper was allowed; but the
branches at times made a fearful row by scraping
against the iron howdahs, and then Kishtia would
look round with disgust and alarm depicted on
his -swarthy countenance.

It had been arranged amongst us that we
should take it in turns to go into the best place.
I being the eldest of the party was told off for
that honour to-day, and my elephant was halted
close to a large tree, with a clear place in front
where the tiger was likely to show himself. The
other elephants were posted in similar places
about fifty yards apart. After waiting patiently
for an hour, the first tomtom sounded and the
beat commenced. I was intensely excited, and
strained my eyes for the first glimpse of the lord
of the forest. As the beat approached, the noise
was quite awful: tomtoms, rattles, crackers, gun-
shots, and shrieks combined, sounded as if all
the devils from hell were loose. Still"no tiger
appeared; and at last Kishtia came up in front
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